One

* Away! thou changeling inotely humourist;
Leave me, and in this standing wooden chest,
Consorted with these few books, let me lie
In prison, and here be coffin'd when I die.

Here are God's conduits, -grave divines; and here
Is nature's secretary, the philosopher;
And wily statesmen, which teach how to tie
The sinews of a city's mystic body;

Here gathering chroniclers, and by them stand
Giddy fantastic poets of each land.

Shall I leave all this constant company.

And follow headlong wild uncertain thee ?
First swear by thy best love* here in earnest,